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: Tompkins ts enamoured of Polly Prettyprop, a Lon- 
|, ierio-comic, and follows her down to Margate. 
ily he de clares his passion, and Polly, although 

Hrocating his love, sneers at him and, in fact,— 


A ROMANCE OF THE SEA. 


Almost treats him with contempt. One day, while 
promenading the teach, he espies the form of a female 
hather. which reminds him of Polly. A closer inspection 
shows him that 1t really is bis idol; but, oh! where— 
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SCARBOROUGH 


“The reception accorded Papa at Scarborough so overwhelmed him that, carried away by the excitement of the moment, he publicly announced his intention 
of commemorating the event by the introduction of one of his startling novelties. From an ordinary man, this promise would have been considered rash, but 
Papa’s vein of originality is far from exhausted, Setting his wonderful brain to work, he rapidly conceived a scheme by which he would surprise the natives. 
The affair, which took the shape of a sort of sailing match between the Twins and Jubilee, came off last Monday midst great enthusiasm.’—Toortsir. 


Is that clorious hair and that enchanting figure ? 
False !—all false! And now the tables are turned, 
and Polly, seeing her lover slipping from her, seeks 
vainly to bring him back to her arms, 


THE CANAL BOAT CRIME. 


—_—~— 


On June 17th, 1839, at Stafford, three men were charged 
with a murder which the compiler of the new Newgate 
Calendar describes as scarcely excelled in brutal atrocity by 
any other case recorded. 

After the men had been condemned to death, one of them 
made some disclosures as to the mode of life on the canals, 
which were of the most frightful description. “Thieving 
was said to be an accomplishment reckoned highly valu- 
able; and men wio possessed the greatest powers of pilfer- 
ing the cargoes were invariably selected by the captains of 
the barges as best fitted to undertake the employment 
tendered to them. Beer and spirits were abstracted from 
the casks by means of syphon pumps, which were in com: 
mon use in the boats ; and drunkenness being the necessary 
consequence, the boatmen were prepared for the perpetra- 
tion of crimes of the worst description.” 

The story of the crime of the three condemned men is 
here, with some necessary suppressions, related. Christina 
Collins, a dressmaker, had resided for some time in Liver- 
pool, earning her living by her needle, while her husband, 
up in London, was seeking for employment. Finding it, 
he sent her a sovereign, begging her to join hime as soon aa 
possible. She had searcely anything in honed beyond this 
money, and therefore took her passage by one of Pickford 
and Co.'s “fly-boats” for the sake of economy. Three 
ruffianly menu and a boy had the care of the boat, Sh 
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entered it at Preston Brook, and it arrived at Stoke-on-Trent ona 


Sunday at noon, she being on board. At Stone she complained to 
the check clerk of the canal company that the prisoners were 
becoming inflamed with liquor, and said she was afraid of going 
on with them. She got out at Stone and walked for some distance 
by the side of the canal, 

About twelve o'clock the same night the boat arrived at a place 
called Hloo Mill Lock, By the side of the lock was a house, occu- 
a by the lock-keeper and his wife. They were both awakened 

yy loud cries of distress, and, opening their bedroom window, saw 

the boat in the dock. The woman was in the boat, and the men 
being asked who she was, they replied that her husband was in the 
boat with her. Proceeding a little further, they came to Colwich 
Lock, after which she was not seen again alive. Her body was 
afterwards found in the canal, near Rugeley, 

Early on Monday morning, James Owen, the captain of the boat, 
was spoken to by 2 woman on the bank, when he seemed much: 
agitated, and said that a passenger was lost and must have drowned 
herself, and that he thought she was mad. On the arrival of the 
boat at Fazeley, at six o'clock that morning, the captain and two 
other men were, in consequence of suspicions agains: them, taken 
into custody and examined. Inthe cabin of the boat were found 
Mrs, Collins’ shoes and her bonnet, the latter much crushed. 

In prison, Owen confided in a fellow-prisoner, who subsequently 
appeared as a witness against him. Owen, he said, told him that 
he and the two others had used the woman roughly, and that she 
had, when struggling with them, died suddenly of heart disease 
or some such cause. But the doctors declared, that the cause of 
her death was drowning. 

The curious part of the ugly story is that one of the three was 
reprieved, and the chaplain attending them was deeply moved. 
The reprieved ruffian bade his friends good-bye, kissed them most 
affectionately, and exclaimed, “God bless you, dear boys!" When 
the drop fell, the females in the crowd, who were very numerous, 
“gave partial vent to their emotions.” 


* *. * * * e 
BILLIUM THE BEGORED; oR, BLOOD For BLOODER. 
CHapp, IIT. 

this is atrewli orfle nite. darknes av settel down On uss, an we are 
att the mersi off the deming phrogg. We kepe a feelin on im 
gastly cold acrorlin over off us, butt ee ivade hour clutch. i av 
strike outt att im, an av fetch billium a wonner. ee av fli att mi 
throce ; itt iss a dooell to the deth— 
(Neat week,“ A Bandit Chief.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


———e 

2 Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrelape large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Not at all, Ros, you will find That Editors are wondrous kind, 
To one and all, and Ruta, J'm sure Your last long Ietter's but a 
lure, To draw us out, ao don't be wild When you are asked to 
draw it mild, TRUTH asks us if we know the way To shoot the 
moon; can cows eat hay? Your writing, MAGGIE's, very bad ; 
And kerp your hair on, MERRY LAD. POLL PARROT wants to 
know the time That SLOPER will have reached his prime. We're 
rather doubtful, but should say, A week before the Sndguant Day. 
Keep your hair on, LITTLE MAID, Of bullying we are not afraid, 
Yes, SLAVIN was A. SLOPER'S chum, And is so now, JAMAICA RUM. 
Yow re right, his fireworks knocked the crowd, of Brock, TIM, we 


should all be proud. 65 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


es 
From the Pier. 

Fleshly Young Man, Look at that girl in the water. Don't you 
think it is a pretty sight? 

Rer, Mr. Canter. Humph! Pretty, perhaps, but not Godly. 

Fleshly Young Man. Well, it’s next door to it, anyhow. 

Rev. Mr. Canter. How is that, my friend? 

Fleshly Young Man. Why, cleanliness is next to Godliness, 
isn't it? ee 

* 


“WHAT'S the odds, as long as you're rappy ?" as the medium said 
to the shade of somebody's grandmother at the table turning and 
spirit tapping séance, ae 

s 


Jeames. What does this R.S.V.P. mean on this ‘ere card of the 
missis’? It’s a invitation to lunch, 
Cook, RS.V.P.! Why, I should say rabbit stew and veal pie. 
ss 


* 
Nowe’'eER a “coloured lady's” beau 
About her charms may gush, 
It's pretty safe to bet that he 
Vill never see her blush, 
* * 


* 

Robinson. Wallo, Brown, old man! how are you? What the 
dickens uniform are you wearing? 
me Tah sir, is the unifurm of the Slocum Podger Volunteer 

Fire Brigade. 

Robinson, What! youinthe Fire Brigade 2—you who suffer from 
asthma and rheumatisin and have to wear spectacles and—? 

Brown, That doesn't matter a bit, my boy, I'm only the cap- 
tain. os 

. 

THEY say that if you divide the reputed wealth of a rich man by 
two, you will arrive at a tolerably correct estimate of the amount 
he possesses. The same rule applies to the length of an angler's 
bizgest fish, only in this case the division should be ten. 


s * 


* 

The Iostess, Seriously, though, T consider it a sin you don't 
write some account of your life. I'm sure it would bea success. 
You ought to; you really ought. 

The Celebrity. So evervbody tells me. I suppose I shall have to 
do it. Sort of Ought to Biography it'll be, eh? 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 438.—The * Scarborough Bathing" Costume. 


“ Look ‘ere, Jim, if yer can't fix upa 


clean clay, I ain't goin’ out wid yer.” HANDI-CAPPED, 


Harry. Now that we are engaged, Ruth, I suppose I may kiss you ? 

Ruth. 1 don't know so much about that. You can't kiss my lips, because of 
the vermilion. You mustn't kiss my cheeks, because of the powder; nor my 
eyes, because of the pencilling. But there, 1 know : you can kiss my hand. 


A SOFT WEST WIND IS BLOWING. 

“Ah, sweet maiden, then you have come 

ont to receive Zephrr's kisses.” “ Lor’, I 
don't know the gentleman !" 


“Do you like forced ment balls, 
Harold?" “1 dont know, auntie. 
I've never been to one, I like 
Cinderella dances.” 


BSL 


(Saturday, September 17, 1807. 


igeriig Cousin. Who's that shabby looking old man with 1), 
at 


Town Cousin. That is Levi, the diamond merchant of fHat:, 
Garden. 3 

C. C. And who is that young swell with the large rings q, 
diamond pin? ae Sree. 

7. UC. That's Smiffles, the billiard marker’s assistant at t 
“ Plough.” “° , 


Jack, Yes, the old man caught me inthe parlour with Mabel ; 
other day, and set his dog at me. Now I've arranged that whey, | 
throw a couple of pebbles at her window, Mabel shall steal ou: 
meet me. A 

Tom. Oh! I see, a case of once bit twice shy, eh, old fellow? 

-* 


s 

Tuvs said Throgg Morton: “ Capel Court 
All round the hp abounds with sport, 
We spoof ‘ wild cats,’ we stalk the ‘stags,’ 
And fill, not empty, money bags, 
And we who deal in stock and shares 
Have lots of fun with ‘ bulls’ and ‘ bears.’” 
“The bulls,” replied his better half, 
“Explain the presence of the calf.” 

ss 


* 
At the “ Sloper Arms.” 

Customer (putting his empty glass down). 1 haven't got any 
money with me, you'll have to trust me till to-morrow, 

Barman(to Landlord). Shall I trust the gentleman with a dri:,k. 
sir? 

Landlord. Has he had it? 

Barman. Yes, sir. 

Landlord. Then | thiak you'd better. 

ss 


* 
Tourist. Have you ever been treated for that rheumatism, Pat? 
Pat (the ostier)., Niver, sor, but Oi'll be proud to drink wid yer 
‘onour. + * 


Old Woman (calling upstairs from the front door), John, here 
be the parson coom to pray with thee. . 
John (from upstairs). Thankee kindly, sir, but I doan't want 


ye now. Doctor says as how | be gettin’ better. 
ss 


* 
HE said he thought the world should be 
One great, incessant harmony. 
The cynic grinned and answered, “ That's 
Just what it is—all sharps and flats,” 
se 


s 
Magistrate. 1s that your defence? Absurd! You don't expect 
me to give credence to such a palpable string of falsehoods? 
Prisoner, Well, don't know. Yer see, yer believed the copper, 
and, of course, | naturally come to the conclusion as you'd swaiiow 
anything after that. *\* 


“Bur wouldn't you like to try me, sir?” persisted the irrepres- 
sible poet, who had called for the fifteenth time that week, ° Try 
voul” thundered the long suffering and now thoroughly exa-pe- 
rated editor—“try you?) Damme, sir, 1 ehould think | would, and 
have the hanging of you as weil.” Then did he of the lengthy 
ringlets close the duor in sadness and go out again into the cold, 
pitiless world. *\° 

Tenant (who has taken rery small Irish shooting), Umph! so 
this is the moor, is it? It doesn't look very extensive. 

Hibernian Keeper, No; there moight be a thritle more of it. ver 
honour. o« (Slaughtered in cold blood. 

s 


THERE are some moments now and then, 
Wherein all men a lifetime live, 
Such as that awful moment when 
They're stooping, and their braces give. 
.* 


* 

First Sweet Thing. Oh! he’s awfully gone upon her, dear. | 
assure you—thiuks she’s the most beautiful creature in existence. | 
should imagine. He's been praising her beauty to me for the 
last ten miuutes, enlarging upon her eyes, her complexion, her 
month—— 

Second Sweet Thing. Oh! I don't think he could possibly do 
that, darling. “7 


Happy Bachelor. Well, old fellow, and what have you called 
the kid? 

Unhappy Benedict, What haven't I called it you mean, old man. 
I didn't know I had such an extensive stock of anathemas in my 
vocabulary. *\* 


Bore. Ah, 1 see you're rather busy now! I'll look in again when 
you have a couple of hours to spare, f 

Assistant Editor (wearily). Ah, thanks! Then you'll be present 
at my funeral. *,* 


HE sang, “I would I were a bird!" 

As my last ace he trumped and took. 
I said, “ My friend, upon my word, 

1 almost think youare—a rook, 


s 
Algernon. Haw! What cher doing, Percy, deah boy? 
act \'m—er—embroidering a pair of braces for my—er— 
young lady. ** 


At a Picnic. A : 
, pie Bachelor. May 1 trouble you for the mayonnaise, youns 
lady 
Good Natured Girl. With all my heart, sir. P 
Old Bachelor, Thank you, The mayonnaise is all I require. 
-¢ 


* 

WHAT's the difference between Bill Sikes attacked by the 
“ Asiatic” and Bill Sikes copped by a copper?—In one case he 
catches the cholera; in the other the collarer catches him. 

.- 


s 
She, 1 wonder why Chaucer has such a reputation as a poet? 
Hv. Because nobody ever reads him. 
* * 


* 
“T TAKE my tub each morning, 
And alway take it cold— 
Effeminacy scorning,” 
Declared the Cueist bold. 
J ventured to remind him 
His plunges weren't all cool, 
Since every night we find him 
At play in some “hot pool.” 
2-3 


* oe 
‘ * yishing 
AT a certain well known place of amusement, any person w! hi 


to obtain refreshment has to take a ticket first. The other aie 
Jones bought a ticket for a glass of ale, and, proceeding ae : 
counter, demanded a bitter and a ham sandwich. The eae Fee 
was engaged in conversation at the time,and about a quarter a 
hour later, Jones remarked, as he swallowed the last mout! an 
“That sandwich was very small, miss,and there was no mustare 
it.” “That was not your sandwich,” replied the young hanes 
a contemptuous glance ; “you have eaten your ticket. Some pers 
are impatient.” Pa 
= ° ? = 
Merchant (to Unpolished Applicant for situation). gens i 
you know, I'm afraid you'll hardly suit me. You see, 1 Wi 
young man of rather good address. F mali 1h 
Cnpolished Applicant. Good address, guv'nor? We! ae 
man. then, Ain't Whitechapel Ruad good enough for yer: 


hing 


Saturday, September 17, 1892.] 


————~TooTsiE AT LLANDUDNO. 


-nepwo was named after a saint, The saint’s name was 
1. mip: Ate preserve his memory that Tudno has been changed 
j to dudno, 

* Liandud- 
no,” says the 
guide - book, 
“js unsur- 
passed by 
any water- 
ing- place in 
the United 
Kingdom. 
In pictur 
esque beauty 
of situation, 
in the com- 
binations of 
sandy beach 
and rocky 
shore, of 
broad plain 
and towering 
cliffs, of sea 
and moun- 
tain view it 
is unique.” 

It must be 
allowed that 
the guide- 
book young 
man is quite 
right, also 
when headds 
that the 
hotels are numerous and good. “And some of the bars,” adds 
tie Dook Snook, “really very cosy, the attendants being unusually 
cood-looking.” 

4 fe uidesbook tells us that we should climb at least once to the 
top of the Great Orme, “Only once,” panted Billy, who was crawl- 
ing along behind us. The “Telegraph Inn” is situated on the 
hizhest point, 750 feet above the sea, and Billy did not wait to turn 
round and look at the view. Some people prefer to sail round the 
Great Orme and look at the Hiding Cave, Pigeon Cave, Dutchman 
Cave or Gulf Cave and the Steward’s Bench, a flat ledge in the rock 
covered at high tide by about two feet of water. According to 
tradition, when a steward of the Mostyns was found wronging any 
of the tenants, he was compelled to sit naked here during the 
washing of two tides, Rather a cold job, unless the boys in the 
boats woke him upa bit with oyster shells and kept him on the hop. 

At Mr. Kendrick’s, for the small charge of 2/., you may see a 
number of curious things, human bones and the bones of animals, 
a necklace of teeth, and so on, discovered in one of the caves. 

There are many delightful walks and drives about  Llan- 
duduo, aud some of the most lovely mountain scenery. But on 


Tudae. 


The stern parent, 


Fortune-telling. 


the heach or pier, or, if wet, at the pavilion one can pass away a lot 
ol Ume very pleasantly, 

Iam sorry to say that neither Bob, Billy nor the Dook are as yet 
perfectly happy. The k, it is true, had a fleeting hour of bliss, 
having made the acquaintance of two charming maidens, two 
guileless sisters, with whom in a semi-paternal style, his Grace 
chatted about things in general,and, having borrowed half a crown 
of Lardi, regaled them with ices. 


oO. 

We had down some 
beautiful bathing dresses 
from town, and when | 
say we have struck awe, 
it hardly describes the 
sensation created. The 
audience was large and 
appreciative. 

somehow don’t fanc 

things can go on much 
longer as they are going 
on on board Bob's yacht. 
The insubordination of 
the crew has reached a 
height. The crew refuses 
to eat sea-biscuit, and has 
thrown a weevil at Lord 
Bob. Of a night, he goes 
on shore to a sing-song, 
leaving Bob to get his own 
supper, and, on his return, 
wakes Bob up to sing him 
one of the songs he has 
heard, or, at least,as much 
as he remembers of it. 


* * * 
To-day the crew is in 
open mutiny, and the lan- 
runge being used on 
yoard is described Rd : 
it as : 4 heard 
i! as something awful. P A acnEstorenes who a r 
Hla es Won: anything, worse, The crew has threatened to blow 
Sear aa eee blunderbus, and Bob is swimming towards 
SOR TOP dene life. 
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“THE CURLS I LEFT BEHIND ME.” 
By tender note in bouquet lain, 
Lord Loon besought ime kindly, 
When off the boards, to meet the swain 
Who loved me fondly, blindly, 
Then dreamt | how a year or so 
As Lady Loon might find me, 
And, while my eyes with glee did glow, 
I waved my curls behind me! 
Still thinking of my love smit “toff,” 
| cast with fervent tleetness 
My gewgaws and my head-gear off, 
And dressed with special neatness. 
And when my masher meward stept, 
The charms which Fate's assigned me 
Were all in evidence—except 
The curls I'd left behind me! 


Rut soon, alas! I learnt that he, 
For whose vast wealth | panted, 

Had been at once, on seeing me, 
Entirely disenchanted. 

The curls he deemed mine own were what 
Had made him peerless find me, 

And off he marched on learning that 
Those curls I'd left behind me! 


—_——@e———. 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himself, with passing observations and footnotes 
by his friends and relations.) 
CHAPTER XXIV, 
AT THE SEA. 


IT was at the seaside that I first met Mrs. Sloper, the wife of my 
hosom, the sharer of my joys, and the mother of those twins who, 
iu the future, may be reckoned among the great ones of the age, 

It is said that Mrs, Sloper was much struck with my personal 
appearance when she first saw me. 

(There ain't any manner of doubt about that. The bathing 
machine had gone in a little too sudden, and the Old Man was 
standing on the steps fishing for his floating socka with the handle 
of his umbrella,— MCGOUOSELEY. J 

Mra, Sloper was walking on the Parade and observed me taking 
a header into the briny deep. 

I am told that she immediately observed— 

“ What a striking looking gentleman! "Tis indeeda pity, though, 
that his head is somewhat bald. What a noble cranium !' 

(There never was such an old taradiddling old Ananias as ALLY. 
What. a lunatic he is, too, for he keeps up the game even when he 
must know well enough that everybody is upto him. What Mrs. 
Sloper did say when she saw that old thinking pot of his above 
water was, “Ma, dear, look at that dirty old vegetable marrow 
Hoating about. They ought not to be allowed to throw the waste 
greens and things into the harbour.’"—!KyY Mo.) 

It was in the days when the old Tivoli Gardens flourished. I 
used to go out there to listen to the ig htagales and take a little 
light refreshment, I have joined, too, in the mazy dance at the 
old Assembly Rooms. They are pulled down now. I believe that, 
some years ago, they were often pvinted out by residents to 
strangers as forming landmarks in my not wholly uneventful life. 

(Yes, and I wasn’t always particularly pleased about it, either. 
There used to be pillars in front of the old Margate Assembly 
Rooms, and, talking about land marks, there were marks upon 
them, The boys used to say they were “ ALLY’S chucking marks,” 
made by his head, his feet and his elbows when the “Un- 
sweeteneds” had been too often, and the old man had been told, 
drunk fashion—with a boot, you know—that he wasn't wanted.— 
Mrs. SLOPER.) 

I obtained an introduction to Mrs, Sloper in due fashion. 

I walked with her on the jetty, and, gazing out on to the sea, 
uttered sentiments such as budding love inspires. I was happy. 

(To be continued next week.) 


ee 
THE JOLLY GIRLS’ CLUB. 
THIRD REPORT. 


WE are feeling most awfully puzzled to know 
What is best to be done in this case: 

Having lately received fifty letters or so 

From some men who apres to be anxious to show 
Their “reports ” for a hall-porter's place, 

We just pasted this bill on the post at the gate, 
To be read by such men as came near :— 

“We, the Jolly Girls Clubbers, respectfully state 
That the job of hall-porter is here 

In the hands of a lady, the club being one 
Where the members are girls, young and shy ; 

And by these all the work of the club-house is done. 
Other gentlemen need not apply.” 


But, instead of this having the proper effect, 
It has had an effect the reverse— 
Crowds of men of all kinds round the club-house collect, 
And these demons refuse to disperse ! 
Gerty told them she'd call a policeman, and did, 
But he wasn't the least bit of good— 
“Now, | wouldn’t have missed it,” he said, “for a quid!” 
And he stood there and grinned like a great silly kid. 
If policemen refuse to perform as they're bid, 
Don't you think that the soldiers would come and get rid 
Of this crowd? Oh! we do wish they would ! 
(To be continued.) 


UP TO DATA. 


Ir was possibly for the reason that young Meredith Limberlip 
had been carefully kept out of all company save his mother's, and 
all gaiety excepting that which he obtained at the Limberlips’ 
mansion on a Saturday evening when neighbour Coveydrop came 
round with his concertina, that he was a bit of a noodle when, at 
one-and-twenty, he “ went out into the world.” His first step in 
this perilous direction was taken when he accepted an invitation 
to one of the Cuttancombe-Smithes’ musical evenings—and what a 
step it was! For the Cuttancombe-Smithes kept none but the 
smartest company, both local and American—the latter element 
creeping in through Mr. S.’s connection when he was in business 
with a Chicago potted meat house. 

That was a fateful evening for Meredith. For he hadn't been 
at Smithes’ ten minutes ere he felt his great virgin, booby heart 
give him a tremendous thump, when, doubtless inspired by some 
unknown telegraphy, his eyes rested upon the fair form of Juliana 
J. Gotrox, quite the loveliest girl from Gettysburg. 

And when Juliana rested her great, dreamy eyes on Meredith— 
ay ! and even went so far as to “take him on''—he fairly lost his 
head and slithered about like a stray cat in a strange garret. 

“Guess this is th’ first time I’ve met ye here?” remarked the 
beauteous one, as the band tuned up. 

“W-wew-well, w-w-w-well—er—th-th-that is—er—yes— yes,” 
slobbered the bashful Meredith. 

His colour became a deeper crimson as Juliana looked at him. 

“We're t’ have a great evenin’,” she assured him. 

“ Oh—oh—er—er—indeed!” he gasped, and grinned in a ridi- 
culous way. 

“Yes,” she said— quite 'n Emancipation Day.” 

“Oh, y-y-yes,” he chipped in. 

“1 'spose yew know what Emancipation Day is?" she queried. 

In a state of horrible nervousness, he stuttered back, “Oh— 
r-r-rather—of course, it’s—er—er—B-B-Birthington'’s Washday !' 

Only for one minute did the pitying beauty cast a withering 
glance upon him ere she turned away—probably in search of a 
Junatic asylum, 


« 
. 
So 


HIS LAST JOB. 


-o 
CHAPTER T. 
SHE would marry him. They lived very happily for exactly 
eleven days and four hours, but at the end of this time a change 
came over 
cart pct fi - —_- 
which proved to T RDN 
be et iG un- FITTING ROUM 
favourable a - 
nature that, 
during a discus- 
sion in’ which 
a well known 
judge had 
no little to say, 
it was agreed 
upon, without 
any very in 
fluential 4! i- 
tion, that Harry 
should be de- 
prived of the 
society of his 
wife and friends 
fur no less a 
period than two 
years, Dorothy 
had married a 
forger. 


CHAPTER II, 
TOO proud, 
and yet too 
heart-broken, to 
return to the 
shelter of the 
parental roof, 
re Mrs. Hackney entered the establishment of a mantle manu- 
acturer as fitter. By a process of circumstances over which we 
cannot pretend to have had the slightest control whatever, and 
which, tr we had, would take up too much space to explain, 
Dorothy Hackney very soon became forewoman of the fitting 
department ; and subsequently (but not quite so soon) the actual 
owner of the whole show. ; 


CHAPTER III. 

IT was now nearly two years since Harry Hackney was taken to 
prison and shipped out to the Colonies on a bridge building or 
harbour making job, But Dorothy would never see him again, 
She had received a copy of an Australian paper which announced 
the death of a convict from an accident with a crane—and that 
convict was described as Harry Hackney, a forger. from England. 

The young widow was away ou her holiday. The seaside is not 

at alla bad 
place for a 
rich young 
widow de- 
sirous of 
plucking 
the weeds 
(the widow's 
weeds) from 
the garden 
of her life 
and = going 
in for its 
roses again. 
Captain 
Trabbs- 
Maxwell, 
too, was the 
very man for 
Dorothy ; 2 
man of the 
world, not 
too young, 
and with a 
good heart 
and income. 
The all im- 
portant 
question 


The fitting department. 


swered, and 
now the two 
were ready 
and, indeed, willing to come up to London and get married. 


CHAPTER IV. : : 

VicTORIA STATION, and the people all returning from their sea- 
side holidays. A four-wheeler is being loaded with the bags, boxes 
and bundles of Mrs. Hackney and Captain Trabbs-Maxwell. 

As the cab starts on its way,a ragged devil with one arm and two 
hungry eyes, rises with difficulty from the high kerbstone. As the 
cab turns the corner of a street, Captain Trabbs-Maxwell sees the 
poor wretch, with white face labouring breathlessly after them, 

“Poor chap!” the captain says to his future wife, as he takes a 
shilling from his pocket and throws it out of the cab window, “he 
must be in an awful bad way, or the exercise und the heat of the 
day ought to be enough to bring the colour to his cheeks. 

The cab arrives at Dorothy’s door. Dorothy enters the house and 
has the doors opened upstairs, so that the luggage can be deposited 
in the rooms 
where it will 
be wanted. The 
captain re- 
mains outside 
superintending 
the removal of 
the things 
from the roof 
of the cab. 

“Beg your 
pardon, sir,” 
says &@ con- 
sumptive voice 
behind the 
captain, “I 
don't want 
more_ money 
but I should 
just liketoearn 
this ‘bob’ you 
kindly threw 
me." And he 
takes a heavy 
box on his bent 
shoulders and 
struggles with 
it into the 
house. 

Coming out 
of her room on 
the tirst land- 
ing, Dorothy 
sees the cab-runner ascending the stairs. Ile has almost reached 
the top when he suddenly puts his hand to his heart and falls back, 

The big box tumbles noisily dow: the stairs,and a sadder weight 
follows, for it is the dead body of Harry Hackney. 


On her holiday. 


Hie falls back, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


(Satarday, September 17, 1892 


——___ 


Saturd 


———_ 


“Don't believe in fictional men, dear, I rea) 
novels and become infatuated with the male cre. 
tures depicted therein. Consequendy married, 91) 
have ever since regretted it."—Z£.rtract yrom Lette, 
of Young Lady, 


Hushand (inst back from Paris). V bring you, besides that 
Eiffel Tower. my phote teken im 2 


is. DEVELOPING THE OCCASION. Applicant fur Situation, Sweetheart ! no, mim ; 
Wore (seltishy, Why did't you have mine taken whilst you 


“Come on, Billay, keep the pot a-b'iling.” but I've got four cousins, horsifers in the army 
(Just when poor Mr. Miggs had got the focus right. and perlice, 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER—CYRIL FLOWER, Junr., MP. _ 
4 | 
= 


TOOTSIE’'S FRIENDS. 


6% Mise Sloner will he delighted to receive photographs from those 
o her Jriemds whose purtraus have not yet been inserted, 


oo ney Weer, 
Betove nt! 
Sugycer 

SG] ALEXANDER 
y2y Stopcr 


| Aone ab reny 


Thav 
will start] 
On we go, 
caster ban 
derision i 


Se 


(1). Consternation reigned at Mildew Court, and no wonder; for had not A. SLOPER, 
as usual, taken his morning- no, you're just wrong for once, uncharitable reader ; he 
wasn't going to say “nip"—his morning paper, and there read that “Mr. Cyril 
Flower, on his elevation to the peerage will take the title of Lord Battersea and 
Overstrand"? Lord Battersea! The Eminent’s own pet title, which he intended to 
assume at some future day. Rage corrugated his frame, he tore his three hairs, 
and it speaks volumes for their toughness considering they are still firmly rooted in 


he found that that would be unconstitutional, so he did the next best thing; he went 
for Mr, Cyril Flower himself.——(4). “ Mr. SLOPER,” said that gentleman, smirking, 
“you ure welcome. I conclude you have come to interview me on my elevation t 
the peerage ?""——“ No, sir!” thundered A, SLOPER,“I have not. Sir,‘you have done 
me out of my birthright, and not so much as offered mea drink—no, don't say | 
would not accept, much as I require it—much more a mess of sausage—I beg pardon, 
I mean a mess of pottage. Sir,‘ Battersea’ is my title; you will have to take an- 


his noble cranium, and, sad be it to relate, he swore.—(2). As for his poor child, | other. Be neighbourly, and call yourself Lord Clapham Junction.” “Sha'n't !” said 

Tootsie, she at once let down her back hair and gave way to distraction, her future Mr. Cyril Flower. “You won't?” “No!” “All right, then I'll go to Gladstone! 

hopes of being by blood (not marriage, Robert) one of aristocracy’s reigning beauties “You may go to——" The rest of the sentence was lost upon A, SLOPER, for alresl¥ 

seemed irretrievably crushed. “Oh, Flower, Flower!" hissed the old man, “I'll nip he was on his way to Hawarden,—(5). But misfortune seemed to dog his footsteps. 

you in the bud, or [am not what Iam !"——(3), At first he had wild thoughts of for no sooner were they imprinted in Hawarden Park than he was savagely attackel 

constituting himself Garter King of Arms, and] proclaiming himself Lord Battersea by an infuriated new born calf. However, Mr. Gladstone has since promised tut raphe 
and Allovertieetstreet from the house-tops, But on consulting with the Duke Snook, when A, SLOPER enters the Upper Honse it shall be as the Duke of Shoe Lane. ir tu le 

SA Ea A IE iB eh eee a Eek eee , 


No, 252.—MIss FLO CLIFFORD, 
“ My heart's best love.” —The Dook Snook. 
“* Let me fall down and worship at thy stirine.” —Lord Bod, 


* Would that I had wings that I could fly to thee.” 
—The Hon, Billy, 


a ee 


THE ELDER DIGS A WELL. 


SS 


ee ere 


—— 


(1), T. McParritch was making a remark to the Flder when a shovelful of clay (2). With the assistance of the Laird, Parritch emptied the Elder'sown rain- (3). And the Elder said, with emphasis, “ It's well for them Ah was doon oC dae 
was hurled against him, barrel upon him. there'll be a guid many wells made before this affair is made wel’. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


ae oe Smet ning Here this jrock, ladles and gentlemen, that will surprise you—something that | ladics fair With Arnold come—won't people stare !—James took the pole and then his hook, Rut 
Wee ‘Te Fanite Hn 30 ey, that will almost paralyze you—and | make no extra charge. | son the scamp was brought to book :—The Cambridge newsboy gets the best Of een the town clerk s 
a she 7s ie ae cersareontheir way To Wales to spend a holiday :— With one accord the | stupid zest.—Cricket, 1 regret to say, has at last given way to football, and winter is once more 
cuter band Hesol re to make a gallant stand: Ile steals the curate’s watchin fun, And rightly has | closeat hand,and then for the east winds, the good old fogs, bronchitis, ast lima, and the mischievous 
dereston won :— OF cricket there will no more be, So now farewell till '93:—From gay Japan two | little blizzards ——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 2 , 


DIETETIC. 


hing ; he went 
man, sinirkine, 
ny elevation t 
‘you have dove 
no, don't sav | 
—1 beg pardon, 
ve to take an- 
‘n't said 
la 


E 
g 
ragely attacks: aa ARTISTIC PHOTOGRAPHY. 

promised tha bs nrraphe ". Er—would you mind contracting that smile o° 
oe Lane. : _Seans } sta leetle bit? Mine's onty a qnarter-plate camera. 


Jilted One, 1 assure you, Stouty, I've lost pounds in weight 
since it happened. 

Stouty. Have you, by Jove? Strikes me that a little disap- 
pointment wouldn't do me any harm, 


out aoe na 2 
‘Tv heotlace has Co. FoR A STROLL. “And what did the doctor tell von to give him?" “Seagull, mum.” “Seagnil? What an © Then rose from sea ta shu the wild tavewell 
aD wwe uudone, Juuu, Just kneel down ana extraordinary thing! Isut it rather tough amd fishy 2" “Oh, no, mim, When it's cooked, it's fuct Roarman Bal. Well, Lill, wy Boy, this job ouphter 
use rice or tapiuca,” (And thea i bruke upon her Mat it might be sayo, for all w quid, anyhow, 


doon & well. hus 
ade well. 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
= 
Tun secret of the popularity of hop picking among the poorer 


Classes is not far to seek, As a means of obtaining a livelihood 
alone the 
game is 
hardly worth 
the candle, 
but when it 
combines 
with this the 
oppertun ity 
of obtaining 
severalwecks’ 
frolic in the 
country, one 
cannot be 
surprised at 
the eagerness 
with which 
it is looked 
forward to 
among a cer- 
tain portion 
of Londoners. Hop-pick- 
jing is in itself exceedingly 
healthy work, and the 
benefit derived by the sick 
und ailing from a few 
weeks of this sort. of 
labour is — incalculable. 
When the day comes for 
A. SLOPER'S final bust up, 
and his figure, chucked 
from the precincts of “The 
Sloperies,” by a hard hearted landlord, lies wearied and worn upon 
the cold, comfortless pavement without, the passers-by would 
confer upon hima great favour if they would take up his shattered 
frame and, together with a bottle of “Unsweetened,” Jay him 
rently among the Kentish hops. Strength might then be accorded 
lim to raise the bottle to his mouth and die game, imbibing his 
favourite beverage. ee 
s 


WHILST repairing the roof of a house recently, in Philadelphia, 
a labourer slipped and fell. In his descent his absurd contortions 
80 irightened a child, who was peering from an upper window, 
that it also fell. The man broke his two legs and one arm, the 
child its collar bone, The former, after a dangerous illness, has 
just been made perfect again, and is now being sued by the parents 
of the child for damaging their offspring. Now, this is a curious 
story—n Yaukee story—and, what is stranger than all, a true story. 

** 


On! yes, the Sloper Pictures are still on view at the Royal 
Aquarium, and, what is more, attracting crowds daily, loveliness 
Veing especially conspicuous, as, of 
course, she should be where A. SLOPER 
is concerned. If the Aquarium does 
not soon send along a cheque for a few 
thousands, and at the same time ac- 
knowledge their indebtedness to the 
Eminent, well, the latter gentleman will 
be deeply disgusted, and compelled to 
admit that human nature is indeed un- 
grateful. * 

*» 


HE was a cute young gentleman, who, 
when asked whether he believed in the 
integrity of the Empire, murmured, 
“You bet 1 do! and of the Alhambra: 
and of the Pav.” He evidently knew 
something, as the trio of individuals 
H. J. Hitchins, John Hollingshead and 
Edward Swanborough, representing the 
houses in question, will be the first to 
admit, * 

» 


AT the Winter Gardens, Blackpool, 
there was held, one day last week, a 
Brass Band Competition, at which 
2U,000 spectators were present. Well, if 
each one of those spectators was armed 
with a brickbat, all was well, but if these 
poor innocent people were taken un- 
nwares and were unarmed at the time, 
shame be on the Winter Garden autho- 
rities. One brass band, of the London 
species at least, is affliction enough, but 
seventeen! Great Scott! What torture that audience must, have 
undergone! We cau sympathise and do most sincerely with 
Black poolites. *¢ 


UNFORTUNATELY for the people residing in the vicinity of Dean 
Street, Soho, an invitation from the Royalty Theatre reached 
A. SLOPER at a period when he was rather flush of coin, so, there- 
fore, the invite was bi accepted. Irom what we gather, we 
believe that in future Sohoites would prefer the presence of a 
business like earthquake in their midst to a visit from A. SLOPER, 
What the Eminent’s condition was it is difficult to say, although 
we might be able to give a good guess. Anyhow, we gather that 
the trio of pieces billed at the Royalty are excellent, and will pro- 
bably bring success to a hitherto unlucky house, 


. 

THE Trafalgar Square Theatre, the most recent addition to 
London places of ainusement, is, perhaps, one of the prettiest of its 
class, and will 
take its place at 
once in the front 
rank of West 
End playhouses. 
The theatre is 
really largerthan 
it appears to a 
casual observer, 
and will seat, we 
believe, upwards 
of two thousand 
people. The 
decorations 
are splendid, 
the _ prevailing 
colours being 
orange, amber 
and gold. We 
are pleased to see 
that the well- 
being of the pa- 
trons of the 
cheaper portions 
of the house 
has been well 
looked after, 
and have no 
hesitation in 
saying that the 

it will compare 

avourably with 
any in London. If Mr. Levenston, the genial manager, does his 
duty as well as Mr. and Mrs, F. Wyatt have done theirs, the pub- 
lic will have no eause of complaint. On the merits of the initial 
production, The Wedding Eve, we shall have something to say on 
nm future occasion, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 


AT one time we were very partial to ten to fourteen button 
sloves—that is to say, before we were married, aud when we had 
called upon our best girl to 
escort her to the theatre, 
Since marriage our ideas 
have undergone some 
change, and we are pleased 
to hear that during the 
coming winter short yloves, 
varying from four to eight 
buttons, will be in vogue, It 
is to be hoped that the 
shortening of the glove will 
be conducive to the shorten- 
ing of the price of same, 
Gloves in moderation are all 
very well, but if a man be 
at all popular with the 
feminine sex, it is wouder- 
ful what a formidable bill 
can be run up for this item 
alone, * 


THE Eminent Littérateur 
has this day couferred the 
“Sloper Award of Merit” 
upon HARRY CARVER, 
because he is the Champion 
Boy Rifle Shot of the World, 
“Feyther.”’ bleated the blue- 
eyed bud of innocence, 
“couldn't you bloomin’ well 
manage to get ‘Arry to 
give vera few lessunsin shootin’ the moon? The last time yer 
tried, yer nearly fell on the ‘ead of the bally landlord, and——” 
But suddenly a thundercloud was seen to be hovering round the 
parental brow, whilst lightning of a very vivid nature flashed from 
his eyea, Then, with the swiftness of an avenging thunderbolt, a 
well known gingham was seen whizzing through the air, and the 
look of anguish upon a youthful face, together with a pair of tear 
stained cheeks, showed plaiuly that once again had a parent's 
dignity been upheld. ‘a 

s 


SARDOU, the great French dramatist, evidently thinks no small 
beer of his own profession, Ina recent interview he is reported 
to have said, that Dickens and Bulwer Lytton could not write 
plays, and that even Shakespeare was a very indifferent hand at 
the game. Now, if this latter slander does not raise the dander, 
together with the spirit of the genial William, we shall be very 
much disappointed. Perhaps Sardou will next have the temerity 
to insinuate that A. SLOPER cannot write a play. 

ss 


= 
THE Daily Telegraph having plunged into comic journalism, 
the Daily News has followed its example, aud is now working 
itself into puroxysins of 
rage in its efforts to obtain 
matter in the shape of 
letters, to fill its columns. 
Whilst the Daily Tele- 
graph is fuming over “The 
English Wives" question, 
the Daily News has taken 
a different tack, and is 
making itself uncomfort- 
able on the question of 
“Why don’t young men 
marry?" Now, there are 
numerous reasons why the 
young men don't marry, 
and we offer the following 
suggestions for what they 
are worth, fully convinced 
that their acceptance by 
the fair sex would imme- 
diately double the marriage 
rate: “ Profess willingness 
to throw over your mother, 
and promise to supply your 
husband with an unlimited 
supe’ of latch keys, and 
to ask no questions when 
he arrives home in the 
early hours of morning. 
Swear never to accuse him 
of being drunk, and to 
always keep his dinner hot ‘and ready to put into his mouth at 
whatever hour he arrives home. and, above all, promise that a plea 
of business will always be accepted as ample excuse for any 

seeming neglect on his part.” « » 

* 


To those among our readers who are languishing for a sea blow, 
we would recommend a trip to Clacton and back on board the 
Koh-i-Noor, which is, without doubt, at present the smartest 
steamer on the Thames, Everything is arranged with an eye to 
comfort and convenience, and the passenger is as much at his ease 
on board the vessel as he would be in the drawing room of one 
of our first class London hotels. Two hours and a half is allowed 
at Clacton, and the visitor cannot fail during this period to be 
agreeably impresed with the prettiness of this growing town. 
The Koh-i- Noor starts daily (Friday excepted) from London Bridge, 
Old Swan Pier, at 9.30 A.M., and the fares are arranged at a rate 
calculated to suit the means of everyone. 


* 

THERE ore already rumours of the production of a new ballet at 
the Empire Theatre, so those who wish yet again to wituess those 
glorious spectacles, By the Sea and 
Versailles, had better hurry up. Both 
ballets are going better than ever,and 
it is doubtful whether a change is 
really necessary at present, but the 
ever liberal management are strong 
believers in “variety,” and on this 
occasion mean to act up to it to the 
letter. o 


THE new facts which are being 
almost daily discovered in connec- 
tion with Mars can only jead to one 
result, viz., that before long we shall 
be made eye-witnesses of all the go- 
ings on, goings off, and general con- 
duct of the inhabitants of that far 
away planet. And then the fun will 
commence, It must be quite re- 
freshing to see how love scenes are 
conducted in other worlds than ours, 
and A. SLOPER is quite anxious to 
discover whether the ballet girls 
possess mammas. Everything, of 
course, comes to him who waits, and 
the Eminent is a good old sticker 
when business is meant. By-the- 
by, if any of our readers have a 
scheme handy, by the aid of which 
we shall be enabled to communi- 
cate with the inhabitants of Mars, 
they might send it on, post-paid, to “ The Sloperies,” etc., etc., etc. 


a 
OH, no, you don’t! That hamper marked “ Partridges,” but con- 
taining a dead dog in the last stages of decomposition, was not 
opened, “The Sloperian” staff are too old to be taken in like that, 


(Saturday, September 17, 189, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR POR THE WEEK ENDING SEPTEMBER 24TH, 1492 
_so— 
18th September, 1830.—William Hazlitt, who died ,); 
day, was a very clever but uncomfortable sort of man, like ta... 
other authors. The poet Proctor says: “Once | dined with 1... 
This unparalleled occurrence was in York Street, when...” 
friends had sent him a couple of Dorking fowls, of which he ...., 
denly invited me to partake. I went, expecting the usual sor. 
dinner, but was limited solely to the fowls and bread. He (-,, 
nothing but water, and there was nothing but water to drink. Hie 
offered to send for some porter for me; but, being out of health ». 
the time, | declined, and escaped after dinner to a Coffee-hoiicas 
where | strengthened myself with a few glasses of wine,” a 


eh ee atk Ea hh Beeb 
19th September, 1850.—This day the Coronation sti... 


the Saxon Kings was smaugurated at Kingston-on-Thames,  s.,.., 
Suxon kings are said to have been crowned on the stone, ; 


names being given on the pedestal. belt 


a 
20th September, 1830.—So great was, at this period, tie 


pularity of Thomas Moore, that going this evening tothe Ac: phi 
Theatre, where he occupied a box with his wife and some friviij. 
he was hailed at the end of every act with applause, and, on comins 
out, found numbers of people assembled in the rooms below and 
outside, who cheered and huzzaed the party “ most uproarious|\." 


Pei a cht ls A teed ead 
2lst Septemoer, 1836.—‘ The Queen of the French,” Raik.< 


says, “sat in a conspicuous box at the opera this evening, anid 
though the house was crowded in every part, not an eye was 
turned on the Royal party—not one token of respect or even atten. 
tion was paid tothem, The Queen attracted no more notice on 
entering and retiring from the house than a common beurgrnis,” 


[dc rg ea aR Sill id 
22nd September, 1788.—Theodore Hook, novelist ay 


dramatist, who was burn this day, gives the following recipe {or 
Oxford sausage-meat in his “Adventures of Peter Prigyins, ti. 
College Scout" :—“ Take one pound and a-half of pig-meat, out 
from the griskins, without any skin; half a pound of veal and on» 
pound and a-half of beef suet. Mince these meats separately, very 
finely ; then mix them with a dessert spoonful of dried, powder 
and sifted sage ; pepperand salt to taste ; and the well beaten yoiks 
and whites of five eggs. The whole should be well beaten together, 
as much depends upon the mixing.” 


23ra September, 1764.—To Robert Dodsley, the wel! 


known bookseller in Pall Mall, who died this day, his friend Pop, 
the poet, happened to mention a certain individual, celebrated tur 
the good table he kept. “I knew him well,” said Dodsley. “1 was 
his servant.” He had, indeed, been a footiman, and his tombstone 
said he “raised himself much above what could be expected from 
one in his rank of life. . . . He left this life for a better,” 


24th September, 1778.—David Garrick’s will bears this 


date. “The stir made by his funeral was po gee Bt the proces 
sion was formed by seventy mourning coaches, twenty-four of 
which were filled with the élite of English society, Arrived at 
Westminster Abbey, the body was met by the Chapter ; the Bi-inp 
of Rochester officiated, and the remains of Garrick were iuterred 
close to the monument of Shakespeare.” 


THE LAND OF PLACARDY. 
(A LOVE Sona.) 
Come, fly with me, love, to that far distant land 
Where flows the broad Sapolio ; 
Where lilts the Lionoleum on every hand, 
And the breeze is replete with Eno, 
Where the Sozodont thrills and the Floriline trills, 
And the Uam Var broods o'er the sea ; 
And the Calydor fills with its fragrance the hills 
Where roams the fierce Mazawattee. 


’Tis the land where the coy Cuticura abounds, 
And the Neuraline speeds to its fate ; 

Through its groves the soft note of the Bovril resounds, 
And the Sanitas sings to its mate. 

There the Elliman leaps and the Chlorodyne sleeps, 
And the Bouillon Fleet scuds o'er the brine ; 

While the Anti-Fat keeps a keen watch o’er the deeps 
Where lurks the Pyretic Saline. 


THE IDLE INQUIRER. 

DoEsN’T it give you what is vulgarly termed “the needle "—or 
is rps poy | referred to by the haut ton as “the spike "—whet, 
just as you lie down for an afternoon's nap, or pop upstairs—the 
question is essentially one for the female sex—to make the beds or 
chuck the duster round the drawing room ornaments, or perform 
one of a thousand little housewife’s duties, to hear a bang at the 
bottom door and find, after trotting all the way downstairs, its 
someone who wants to know if “Mr. Flankingiron lives here: 
Or, just as the dear little newly made matron, who has gone up to 
her bedroom to do her hair for the afternoon, has got the clean 
towel tied round her neck, taken down her “glory,” and filled her 
mouth with hairpins, comes the studied rat-a-tat-tat of some tea- 
hunting female, who asks, on the door being answered, “Is Miss 
Foogleflounder within?” It is only very natural that the littl: 
woman answers rather pettishly, “Miss Foogleflounder’s is 45. 
“Oh!” says the spruce spinster, and goes down the front ste) 
without even saying thank you, half suspecting that you have 
wilfully misinformed her. 

But old Benjamin Shuckster, who made his money over ‘ 
patent oven for cut-chaff cab horse food made from second-han 
cocoanut matting, found a remedy for the nuisance. He lives up 
at the top house in the Crescent on the right, and, though his 
method of putting a stopper on the idle inquirer is forcible, it is 
not particularly elegant; nor do the more aristocratic among the 
neighbours look upon it as a joy for ever. He has had a huge brass 
plate, 3ft. by 4ft. Gin, engraved and screwed on his front dovr, 
and bearing the legend :—" 


B. SHUCKSTER, 


NO BLOOMIN’ LODGERS. 


MUSIC HATH CHARMS. | t 

No, he didn’t, as many would have done, fling himself 29H 
into the calm and moonlit sea, though, deep as it was at the em Ae 
the pier, and heavy as was his heart, he would have gone uve 
and been drowned directly. laved 

Poor fellow! The theatre in which, in the orchestra, he p ae 
first cornet, had closed a week ago. People didn’t patrowi 
theatres in the dog days. And he, with the trombone BIR) Co 
the first violin, had been “ busking it” for a living—an existent 
on the beach of Eastbourne. The first violin “took up the see It 
tion” and disbursed the out-of-pockets for lodgings and SU ie 
was Saturday night, and they had just shared. And as the Fie 
cornet player, itching all over from last night’s attentions ith 
plethoric Pevensey fleas, his poor feet aching from contac’. ' | 
the pebbles which cut through his brown paper soles : Yi cote 
thirst on him that would have sinved blotting paper, stove |, 
tema plating the penny three farthings which represented Bie ti 
of th * elo 
fist, and it ran: “Sarah had twins yesterday, send remittar’ . ‘a 
night: we haven't a farthing in the house,—MOTHER oan 
a fit of mad despair, cast the halfpence into the sea, and, «dr oe fe 
his battered cornet from its scrap of 2 baize bag, snorted 1!) 
the opening bars of “The Heart bowed down”! 
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THE SILENT BOOTED BOBBY. 


+ india ruvber soled shoes are coming into vogue for the force] 


a THOUGH folks may talk about the 
a “ Bobby ” 


eee aan (Or us constables, I'd say), 
— They must acknowledge he looks 
nobby, 


As he stalks along his way, 
And though he always nice and neat 
was 
In imposingest of soots, 
Most Al his “ plates of meat” 
was— 
Or. in other words, his boots, 
But nowadays, 
“Chuck them!” they sayes, 
And gives him silernt boots, 


Of course, you'll own, they're good 
for burglars 


(Them chaps they ought to 
poise 
With ropes around their blooming 
jurglars), 


"Cos then we make no noise. 
The pleaceman's boots they long 
have fear'd, 
And whene’er a ‘ouse they loots, 
The worst thing that they well could 
hear of 
Is bold Robert's heavy boots, 
And that’s why we 
Now wears, you see, 


These rubber so.ed big boots! 


HE POOR THINGS DIDN’T KNOW, YOU KNOW.” 


Ty ey were, indeed, a well assorted couple, and, as they stood 
a peak the platform in all the splendour of their bridal 
Fenut, there was something infinitely touching in the proud air 
vroreetion With which the tall, broad, sunburnt young man in 
Vi mintey made suit regarded the sweet girl who nestled so 
milly to lis side, Her appearance might not have appealed to 
1 tastes, The novelist would have dwelt lovingly upon her 
slichtfal air of rustic simplicity ; her clear rosy complexion, born 
healthy outdoor exercise ; tne well knit frame and rounded 
ure which knew not pads. Unkindly disposed persons might 
ye called her clumsy maunered, high coloured aud dumpy. 
niariy, her companion 
nid have figured in a 
noy novelette asa splendid 
pe of the sturdy British 
oman, with his fair curly 
ir and honest blue eyes 
hting up the handsome 
zed tace. Most people 
yuld have described him as 
thick set, bucolic looking 
ndhopper, with big feet and 
D idea what to do with his 
nds. 
It was their honeymoon 
p. Only) that) morning 
ey had been made one in 
le parish church of the 
tle village where he had 
Dowd and won her—plucked 
r like one of her father’s 
nips from the rich soil in 
bien she had flourished, 
1 an hour's journey along 
branch lise had brought 
pinto the important country junction at which they could join 
London express, They had not long to wait. The clangour of 
| and an unintelligible duet in some strange foreign tongue by 
ouple of porters, and the monster came hissing and rumbling in. 
was well filled, alas! an empty compartment was an impossi- 
lity; indeed, the one in which the newly wedded couple finally 
ind themselves installed, boasted four other passengers. It was 
noving; but soon after the train started, the groom noticed 
muething whieh seemed to him at least partial compensation, and 
b ve bride, hanging as she did upon his every glance, 
Diced it also, 
Tiere was no light in the carriage. Simple, unsophisticated pair, 
used to any but crawling branch line trains dimly lighted 
dirty vil-lamps, they knew not the portent of that apparently 
heeent gliss globe adorning the roof, 
The express sped on its way. Suddenly a wild, shrill whistle 
Di the enzine announced that they were approaching a tunnel ; 1 
fiute more, and they were enveloped in its inky blackness. 
uorint of its length though he was, the impatient swain deter- 
ined to snatch at least one sweet kiss from his bride's nee lips. 
Rpidly his arm encircled the yielding waist, quickly (she had 
vd her veil) his lips met hers in a long, noiseless, delicious kiss 
love, when suddenly —— 
Looe pareiane was illuminated as if by magic with a strong, bright, 
ching light, 


id « \ yes, it was awkward, and fifty miles to go before the next 
\ 


t 


i sev, the train was lighted by electricity. 


—_————— 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV."” 
No. 64.—WILHELMINA LEFEVRE. 


IF raised to royal rank were they 
Who, wielding Cupid's sceptre, 
hold 
The sole and undisputed sway 
O'er hearts whose number can't 
be told, 
Oh, what an influential queen 
Would be the winsome Wilhel- 
mine! 


If on the scroll of Fate ‘twere writ 
That angels in these lower climes 
Be af with wings, that they might 


it 
To fairer worlds than ours at 


times, 
Then floating through the skies 
serene mine ! 
We'd see the white winged Wilhel- 


If those good times were here again 


When warrior wooera, waxing 
wroth, 

Resolved at sword-point which of 
twain 


Should hold the well beloved of 


0th, 

Much good red blood would flow, 
we ween, 

Tn furious tights for Wilhelmine! 


If, as of yore, for casting round 

W Entrancing spells, enchantress fair 
re toa stake securely bound 

& And turned into a cinder there, 

2 Oh—=precions soon—on Parson's Green 

Dieyd roast the witching Wilhelmine ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


Se 


62 ABOVE BAR, SOUTHAMPTON, August 30th, 1892. 

DEAR S1R,—Just a few spontaneous lines for what they may be 
worth, I have often heard the saying amongst workmen that 
“You don't get much circular work for haif a crown,” and 
certainly, in even these days of advanced “ Art,’ one can't expect 
to get much “ fine art” fora penny ; but | find we do, nevertheless. 
1 often see my younger boys scanning over the pages of your pub- 
lication, and, having myself a rather keen appreciation of anything 
iu the way of sketches, | could not refrain from passing an un- 
solicited compliment to your artist (whoever he may be, and I 
know not) for the sketch of “ Mr. Stucco and his living model,” 
under the heading of “ Extract from Ruth's letter,” in your issue of 
August 20th,and,as my pen was close beside me, it has occurred to 
me to venture this much: that sketches as this must and will add 
to the popularity of your long standing paper,and | know you will 
permit me to add that parents generaliy hail with pleasure these 
marked advances in art; but to a still greater degree do they 
appreciate the gradual advanced tone of all such literature, 
especially as you know, probably better than I do, that good whole- 
some fun is in no way incompatible with good living and manners, 
but, to a great extent, is one of the very essentials of juvenile life, 
to say nothing of the benefit it is to those of more mature years, 
who have many “ cobwebs” to be cleared away by a hearty laugh. 
You will sav this is from someone with not much to do, but 
it's not so. Just a compliment to your artist, if no offence.—Yours 
truly, WILLIAM BURROUGH HILL. 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 


No. 131—HE BecoMes, AT ONE AND THE SAME TIME, CoN- 
SIDERABLY ELEVATED AND CONSIDERABLY CAST Down. 


THREE nights per week, or more than that, has SLOPeEr, when his 
purse was fat, 
Been in an Empire stall observed at kingly ease reclining, 
And, when by chance his purse was lean, he's ‘mid the sixpenny 
gods been seen ; 
But always, whether high or low, intent upon divining 
By what strange skill that queer old quiz, Magician Morritt, 
masters his 
Amazing, dazing, past-all-praising, plaudit raising “ Flyto” biz. 
Young Boertt, as the reader knows, in all the Empire's sight doth 
close 
Upon the stage a tiny cage with one sweet Indy in it; 
And, presto! when he opes it wide, the girl has been transmogrified 
Toa burly, big and brawny Turk ina millionth of a minute. 
Tmnsmogritied? Nay, scarcely that; for, while the change we're 
wondering at, 
Lo! ‘mid the audience trips the girl as lightly as an acrobat ! 


And then a stranger thing is done. Of Morritt’s empty cages, one 
Stands fifteen inches from the floor, while one is elevated 

Some fifteen feet or more in air, and straight the conjurer's lady fair 
Is in the conjurer’a lower cnge close, close incarcerated. 

Then Charlie's arm doth firearm fire ; and, though no eye in transit 


spy her, 
The gist hue left the lower cage and sits serenely in the higher ! 


Said SLOPER to himself, snid he: “ A cleverer trick I ne'er did see, 
And, could I act for once in place of that sweet sylph so sprightly, 
The ai by Jove! I'd quickly learn, then flee to some far clime 
and earn 
No end of gin procuring oof by Flytoizing nightly!" 
And soon he formed a crafty plan (if SLOPER can't be sly, who can?), 
And, on a bleak Cctember night, he interviewed the Flyto man, 


“Ha, ha! my boy,” he chirped with glee, “and likewise, further- 
more, he, he! 
T want to ask if you with me will make a trifling wager. 
To-morrow, when it’s time to boast that you can make a fleeting 
ghost 
Of that mysterious girl of yours, T wish you wouldn't cage her. 
Let ME be caged instead, my son: I'll risk an even fifty p'un’ 
You can’t transfer this hulk of mine from cage to cage.” Quoth 
Merritt, “ Done.” 


. * e ° * * 
While teardrops down his boko chased, old Fustilug through 
London paced, 
And sought a job as warehouse drudge, or boots, or Wallsend- 


reaver ; 
For he had lost the bet he made, and into Charlie’s hands had paid 
The savings of a long, long life—his last terrestrial “steever.” 
And at a sei he staked the lot, for, though from cage to cage 
e'd shot 
Yet, as to how the dodge was done, he'd not the slightest inkling got. 


Yes, though from cage to cage he'd flown, he of his flight had 
nothing known, 

Bore tak some strange and sudden shock hed felt, as if—con- 

ound it !— 

Che Herebeyond and Herebefore had cannoned with the Nevermore, 

Or down the Has Beeu's dismal deeps the Might Have Been had 

bounded ! “Co.,” 

And now he thinks that Charles—ho, ho !—is junior partner in a 

And that his senior partner dwells a long, long distance down below. 

——— 


FLEETING TIME. 

ONE of those simple, unworldly creatures who've had no experi- 
ence of the rough, hard world, but sit quietly at home and evolve 
pretty little sentiments, says somewhere that you never miss any- 
thing by politeness. Don't you? An old gentleman we know who 
courteously stopped the other night in a crowded thoroughfare to 
tella rough but knowing looking youth the time, missed a forty 
guinea repeater and a gold chain very soon afterwards. 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
Ne. 12.—THE MEREST DROP. 


OF the fallacies fond which, in hut and in hall, 
Have come down from remote generations, 

Pray observe that there's one wherewithal, above all, 
Since last night I have really no patience. 

When to any affair which is trifling and slight 
People chance to refer, they've a notion 

That a suitable saying, both truthful and trite, 
Is, “It’s only a drop in the ocean!" 


But last night, to my woe, I was destined to learn 
That a drop in the ocean's a matter 
Of a deuce of a lot more essential concern 
Than the ocean itself. On the latter 
I went out for a eail in the Queen of the Waves, 
And the Queen made a hoydenish motion ; 
And I got what proverbiomaniac knaves 
Would call only a drop in the ocean ! 


Talk of “only a drop in the ocean,” egad ! 
Why, Her Majesty sure would have tipped me 

Quite as long a “long drop” as eer murderer had, 
Had a Tar from a mermaid not gripped me. 

And my system since then has been all out of gear, 
And I'm tortured with lotion and potion ; 

And [Il kill the first man whom, hereafter, I hear 
Speak of “ONLY a drop in the ocean” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

PARADOX.—If you happen to be laid down by a mad bull, you'll 
most likely be also laid up for a day or two. 

‘TIS a gross libel to say that the D.7. referred to the historical 
porn upon Mr. Gladstone a3 “a cow-ard'y heifert to heiferow 
with hin.” 

A Pre we onght all to havea hand in: Philanthro-pie, 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRALKY 


————— 


THE LADY ELFRIDA. 
(A STORY OF THE CRUSADERS.) 
——— 
CHAPTER I. 

“ My love, my love, and thou art mine only,” murmured a hand- 
some youth, as he wound his arm round the woman by his side 
and smoothed 
back the raven 
tresses from 
her forehead, 

“Yours only 
—only yours,” 
De Branegold, 
she murmured, 

“And = you 
will always 
love me thus?” 

“For ever 
and for ever,” 
she murmured, 
as she clung 
closer to the 
youth and 
rested her head 
upon his 


“But,” she 
added, with a 
sigh, “your 
parent may 
have other 
views for you.” 

“T am the 
head of the 
house of De 
Branegold, 
and may 
choose for my- 
self,” the 
youth said, as 
he drew himself haughtily up, and looked her straight in the face. 

He looked a fine and goodly youth as he stood there in the first 
springtide of manhood. The picturesque costume of the twelfth 
century displayed his sinewy, lithe form to advantage, and while 
the sword by his side proved that he was ready for offence, the 
glint of a finely woven shirt of chain mail showed that he was 
equally armed for the defence rendered necessary in these times, 

The lady beside him was fair to look upon, Her skin was 
dazzlingly white against the darkness of her raven hair; her eyes 
were large and lustrous, and if her features had a fault, it was that 
of a suggestion of firmness that might amount to cruelty in her 
thin, nervous upper lip. If such suggestion there were, it was 
ignored by the youth. Love is blind, and Montmorency de Braue- 
gold was involved in the snares of the goddess. 

“Thou must away, for ‘tis far to ride ere nightfall, 
and the roads are none of the clearest or safest,” 
said the lady, 

bad go, my 
darling, [ go; 
but ere I leave, 
you must nome 
the day on which 
1 am to make 
thee mine,” he 
murmured, 

“Nay, not to- 
night,’ she said; 
“we meet again 
ere the week be 
gone, then per- 
haps atime 
may be — fixed, 
My father, too, 
must be asked.” 

“IT will ap 

roach him = on 
Priday, Think 
you he will 
receive me 
kindly 2" 

“Do not fear, 
Ile admires 
. bravery in others, 
a V though he is no 
Galloped down the forest glade. fightin man 

himself, and [ 
have not the slightest doubt but that he will receive you graciously.” 

“T fear not his moods, but that he might refuse his sanction to 
our happiness. You are but his only child, and he loath to part 
with thee.” 

“ He loves me, ‘tis true, but he loyes my happiness more. But, 
haste away, the sun has set and the darkness lours ominously.” 

“ Farewell, my love, farewell,” and, after a fond embrace, he tore 
himself reluctantly away, and flinging himself upon a spirited 
horse held by an attendant in a copse close by, he waved his haud 
to his lady love and galloped down the forest glade. 

As he disappeared, a rapid change came over the countenance of 
the lady he had just left. A scornful smile flittered across her 
face and a bitter 
laugh broke from 
her lips. 

“Go, silly moth, 
goand be happy. 
You have fluttered 
round the candle, 
and your wings 
are singed badly, 
but the candle 
suffers little. It 
is a pity for him, 
too,” she added, 
reflectively. “ He 
might have been 
happier had he 
never seen me — 
never loved me; 
and—pshaw ! why 
do I waste my 
pity? No one 
pities me — nor 
dare they. Pity, 
foraooth! I'd run 
a dagger into the 
heart of anyone 
who'd dare offer 
me such,” 

And she swept 
haughtily onward 
towards the castle, 
where the obse- 
quious warder 
hastened to lower ; 
the footbridge, which led to a little gate close beside the great 
entrance approached by the drawbridge. 

The Lady Elfrida Torquiville swept past the numerous ¢ irda, 
who made their lowly obeisance, which she proudly acknow ledzed, 
and sought her own room in the lofty turret of the donjon. 

(To be continued nert week.) 


Wound his arm round her, 


Swept past the guards, 


Ue] 
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THE “F.O.S."” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


} No, 273.—MR. TEMPLE ORME, F.O.S. 
{ “There is very little doubt that the subject of this week's 
| | sketch was born, but up to now we have been unable to ascertain 
} when and where. It is positively certain, however, that at a 
very early age he showed an unmistakable taste fur experiment- 
ing with gases, for we hear of a respected aunt, who was taking 
tea and shrimps upstairs one afternoon, going over to the Great 
Majority before she had finished, in consequence of the juvenile 
Temple somewhat thoug!tlessly applying a lighted vesuvian to 
a leak in the meter down below. Whether it was the sudden 
} Joss of his aunt or the seductive smell of the gas, we cannot 
Mt tay; but the lad there and then swore a solemn oath,in the 
} presence of the cook, to devote his innocent young life to the 
fi 
f 
{ 


study of Chemistry and what-not. By sheer hard work, he 
mastered his subject, especially the what-not, wrote books on 
; { “ Heat,” and goodness knows what besides ; taught chemistry to 
i i youths who couldn't take it on at the University College School, 
and finally, in the full pnw period of his success as a Professor 

of Chemistry, produced the * University College School Register.’ 

The Duke of Westminster's horse was named after him, but he 

has no share in the animal, This is a matter of regret to our 

} friend. Chiefly because Temple Orme tried to teach ALLY 
: Chemistry, he was created F.O.S., and the *Sloper Award of 
Merit’ conferred upon him July 18th, 1892."—Debrett /mproved. 


Nigger (sings), “ How d'ye fancy 'Awkins for yer other name ?" 


Eliza Smith. Go along, you rude fellow, or I'll have you up for 
' breach of promise. Who told you my name was Eliza? 


\ 

; } 

Py ii\\ “Say, mister, ‘ave ye ‘ad a death in the family ?” “No. Why?” 
4, | f 4 “ Because yer ve got the shutiers up.” 
ae | 
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“A STERN CHASE IS A LONG CHASE.” 
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NO MISTAKE ABOUT IT. 


AS EASY AS ABC. 


When their holidays came to an end, A sighed, 3 sig}. 
and Seaside, 

(Our artist was three hours trying to impress upon 
us that the foregoing ts very funny. Probahiy 
our readers will be able to appreciate tt, yf th-y 
study tt long enough. \ 


” 


Gertrude, Where was your son when you last heard from him, Mr. Popkins ? 
Popkins, In New York. 

Gertrude, Aud how do you know he's dead ? 

Popkins. Becanse he’s never written to borrow money for nearly three months. 


A FALSE ALARM. 


DEDICATED TO BATHERS. 
“ Oh, Maggie, I've swallowed a lot of water.” “N, 


mind, dear, you can have some brandy when we pet 
ashore to mix with it.” 


than half white lead. True, he is acheap doz, but yet I should not like to lose him hy 
soldier, sir, as has lost the use of his leg in his country's service ? I should be ‘umbly such an agonizing death. To be sure, there isa doctor in the next village ten miles 
thankful, sir.” Tiddler, “Sorry, my man, but 1 have nothing about me.”——(2). off. But, I don't know.—(5). “ However, it don't matter, I can use him to bait up 
Mike. “ Yus; it's the truth I'm tellin’ of yer, sir. I ain't seed a morsel t’eat for three with.” Meanwhile, Mike was making tracks for that doctor's domicile at rallies 
months, an’ I've just walked ‘undreds o' miles without stoppin',” etc., etce.—(3). speed. (6). “Well,” observed Tiddler, as he resumed his fishing with a sig! a sey 9 ak 
Tiddler, “ Hullo, something biting at last, 1 believe.” There was.——(4). “ Bless us, relief,“ that tramp was a simple mug, and no mistake. It was worth a lump of dough “Zt 
where on earth's that bait gone? I hope the pup hasn't swallowed it. It was more and half a dozen lies to get rid of the confounded idiot.” — 


(1), Workus Bill (approaching angler). “Morning, sir. Could yer assist a pore old 


THE BITER BIT. 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSEO A LESSON IN POLITENESS. 


“* Poor 
Promptly th 
Jee. The ne 
but when it 


1 vy 
‘ih 
vA Vf 

7 4 ng | 


ST Sy 


Impudent Onlooker (sighing). Ah! T wish T were ad 
She. So do 1: then I could throw stones at you aud vi 
you away. = 


a | should be sor 
No, 27.—Sybil. A mark of his steam. BES because 


aA 


